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Prayer Above the Swamp 


Dan was lost, his gas tank was 
nearly empty, and the only ground beneath 
his plane was a swamp that stretched for 
miles. 

He had been taking flying lessons only 
a few weeks. His instructor had shown 
him that, when the clouds were right, 
he could pretend they were the ground and 
practice landing on them. 

Today, when he had looked up from 
the ground he saw that the clouds were 
large and puffy, just right for practicing. 
He hurried to the airport, checked out a 
plane, and roared into the sky. 

There had never been a day quite like 
it. The clouds were ideal. Dan would climb 
high above one, then roar onto it out of the 
blue. Again and again he made a perfect 
“landing.” 

Because Dan was still only learning how 
to fly, he was not supposed to go more than 
ten miles from the airport. He must always 
be in sight of the landing field. 
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He did not intend to break the rule 
today. But he was having so much fun he 
forgot to check where he was. 

When at last he looked down, the airport 
was nowhere in sight. A swamp stretched 
as far as his eyes could see. 

Then he glanced at the fuel gauge. 

Almost empty. 

Cold sweat oozed from his pores. He’d 
be out of gas in a matter of minutes. He’d 
have to come down in the swamp. = 4 

Where was that airport? + 

He looked at the compass. But what good 
was that? Before a compass can help you get 
where you want to go, you have to know 
where you are. 

And Dan didn’t know where he was. All 
he knew was that he was above a swamp, 
and though he had lived near the airport 
all his life, he had never known this swamp 
existed. 

Should he keep on the way he was going? 
Or turn around? Or go left? Or right? He 
had to decide. The fuel that remained was 
fast disappearing. 

And so he prayed. “Dear God, please 
help me.” 

He opened his eyes—and immediately felt 
the strangest sensation that he ought to turn 
the plane almost completely around. 

There wasn’t any reason he could see 
for turning. But he had asked God for 
help, and he believed God had answered. 

He turned the plane, then kept on flying 
in a straight line. 

But after ten minutes he was still above 
the swamp. After fifteen minutes there was 
still no sight of the airport. If he was 
wrong, he was surely a long distance from 
safety, and getting farther from it all the 
time. 

Twenty minutes. Only clouds beneath 
him now. More minutes. He glanced out. \ 
There was a clear space under him. 

And right through that clear space was 
the airport, directly beneath his plane! 

There’s not an expert anywhere who could 
have found the landing field more rr@® i 
fectly even with instruments! 

Dan told me about the experience just 
the other day. How wonderfully Jesus an- 
swers prayer! 








Your friend, 


Rounene Ubassel? 














TOM CATCHES A BABY 


By EDGAR A. WARREN 


ern had enjoyed a wonderful afternoon 
playing with his friends, but all too soon 
it was time to be going home, so with a 
cheery “’Bye!” he walked back through the 
streets of the city toward his home. 

Though he was walking along the busy 
streets, he was far away in his thoughts, 
planning for a camping weekend with his 
pals. Whatever made him do it he never 
could tell, but just as he was passing a block 
of tenements, something made him look up. 


What he saw completely took his breath 
away. His stomach turned a somersault! His 
heart almost stopped beating! 

On a ledge on the fourth story was some- 
thing white! 

Moving! 

A little baby—crawling along the nar- 
row ledge! 

And behind the baby was the telltale 
open window through which she had 
crawled. To page 19 








JOHN GOURLEY, ARTIST 


Tom looked up—and saw a little baby crawling along a high ledge! 
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Outwitting an Angry Bull 


By LEONARD C. LEE 


gees really felt proud as he took the new 
double-barreled shotgun out of the box 
from Sears, Roebuck and Company and put 
it together according to the directions. He 
took it outside and pointed it at an im- 
aginary prairie chicken and pulled the trig- 
ger. But of course the gun didn’t go off, for 
there were no shells in it. 

“Where are you going?” Carl's mother 
asked him. She had not wanted him to have 
a gun and thought he was too young to be 
trusted with one. But he had earned his 
own money and she had not interfered. 

“I am going up to Friedhoffs’ to borrow 
some shells, and then I'll follow the creek 
back through Lloyd’s pasture and see if I 
can scare up any ducks.” Carl’s brothers 
watched him enviously as he strode up the 
hill to the neighboring place a half mile 
away. They were proud of their big brother, 
but did not ask to go along. 

The Friedhoff boys were glad to lend 
some shells and helped Carl use some of 
them shooting tin cans off fence posts. But 
when Carl told them he was going home 
through Lloyd’s pasture they warned him to 
keep out. 

“Lloyd’s men just put some new cattle in 
there,” Russell told him, “and one is a 
white-faced bull that is the meanest thing 
I ever saw.” 

“We watched them being put in the pas- 
ture.” It was George who was speaking. 
“The men told us that the bull had killed 
a man and gored some others. They told us 
to stay away from the cattle and not even go 
near the fence.” 


Carl took his gun and started home down 
the road. Lloyd's half-mile-square pasture 
would be on his right all the way to the 
creek that ran from the pasture under the 
bridge and then down beside his own home. 
His eyes kept wandering toward the for- 
bidden hills and hollows where he had 
hoped to find some ducks or prairie chick- 
ens. 

Suddenly his eye caught a movement 
along the creek. It took a moment of strain- 
ing eyes before he knew what it was. His 
little brothers had heard him tell his mother 
that he would come back through the pas- 
ture and they were on the way to meet 
him—right through the pasture where that 
bull was! 

Carl raised his gun and fired into the air. 
The moving figures stopped and looked 
around. He fired the other barrel and 
crawled through the fence and _ started 
toward them, calling their names. He waved 
his gun and motioned for them to come 
quickly. 

He ran to meet them, watching all the 
time to see if the cattle were anywhere near. 
The children were lost to view part of the 
time in the rough landscape along the 
creek, but when they came over the hill 
Carl saw that the whole herd was right 
behind them. 


Carl had been raised around cattle all hi® 
t 


life and knew that ordinarily they are no 
dangerous. They will sometimes chase a 
person if he runs, but will turn and run if 
they are chased. But Carl knew from the 
looks of the white-faced bull that he was 
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The second the bull hesitated, Carl went into action! The scared bull nearly turned a somersault! 


different. He was a man-killer that hated 
people, it seemed, just because they were 
people. 

When the boys saw Carl they ran to him 
for protection. Carl stood as motionless as 
a statue. He knew he must not show fear. 
He calmed his brothers’ fears and told them 
to stand right behind him and be quiet. 
He knew he could never win by force; this 
must be a battle of wits. 

As the cattle came closer they spread out 
and made a circle around the three boys. 
They seemed to expect a fight and all 
wanted to be where they could see. Carl 
knew he had nothing to fear from them, 
for the bull was the boss of the herd. He 
felt like Daniel in the lions’ den and prayed 
that the same angel that helped Daniel 
would help him and his brothers. If he had 
been alone he might have backed his way 
out before the cattle got so close, or climbed 
on the back of one of the steers and played 
cowboy as he had done before. But for his 
brothers’ sake he had to win the battle of 
bluff. 


Carl never moved as the big white-face 
rumbled closer. He could see that the big 
fellow had beaten every challenger in the 
herd and was spoiling for a fight. It must 
have seemed silly even to him to pick on a 


thirteen-year-old boy and a couple of chil- 
dren. But he shook his horns and bellowed 
and pawed up the sod as he came forward. 
When that ugly snout came within two feet 
of Carl’s knees, Carl could see the muscles 
rippling for the final charge. But he also 
sensed a hint of hesitation, a puzzling won- 
der that the thing that looked and smelled 
like a human being didn’t move. 

Carl had been waiting for that very mo- 
ment as alert and alive as a hundred pounds 
of wildcat. In the split second when the bull 
hesitated, Carl went into action with all the 
fury of a tornado. He punched the bull in 
the nose with the muzzle of his gun, and 
jumped and waved his arms and screamed 
like a wild Indian. 

The startled bull almost turned a somer- 
sault trying to get away. The whole herd 
was in wild confusion as they desperately 
tried to escape from the sudden terror. In a 
few minutes they were across the creek and 
running up the hills on the other side. Carl 
sat on the ground and laughed and cried. 
He was so shaky he could hardly walk. 

He hurried to get his brothers out of the 
pasture, for he knew that cattle are curious 
creatures and would soon come back to see 
what it was that had frightened them. 

To page 18 
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PRISONER TO PREACHER 


By MERNY B. SAVEKER 


Part One 


LTHOUGH Bernardino Ramirez had 

been head of Guatemala’s police force 
for more than three years, he still regarded 
it as a great honor when the president asked 
him to go with him to visit the penitentiary 
where political prisoners were kept. 

Bernardino knew that many of the pris- 
oners had done no wrong. They had merely 
opposed the rule of President Manuel Es- 
trada Cabrera. And the president was a 
cruel man. Bernardino shuddered to think 
what might have happened to his own head 
if he had been on the other side. 

As he followed the president through the 
corridors of the prison, he stopped in his 
tracks: For he recognized one of his friends, 
a very rich woman from Guatemala City. 

“What is Dofia Otilia de Gonzales doing 
here?” he muttered under his breath. He 
would have spoken to her, but caught him- 
self just in time. Apparently she had done 
something the president didn’t like and he 
had ordered her put in jail. 

However, Dofia Otilia had recognized 
him, and raising a skeletonlike hand, she in- 
dicated by sign language that she was des- 
perately hungry. 

Bernardino was thoroughly aroused. A 
tumult of protest raged in his heart. This 
mother was a friend of his mother! He re- 
membered his mother taking him to call 
on her when he was a little boy! 

“How can I continue to serve this cruel 
president?” he thought. “It is bad enough 
for those people to be jailed, but to starve 
them to death is atrocious.” 
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With guarded voice and behind closed 
doors and windows, he told his wife what 
he had seen that day. 

“Paula, I must do something for Dofia 
Otilia and do it soon.” 

“Oh, Nino, be careful, be careful,” his 
wife pleaded. “You know that no mercy is 
given to suspected traitors.” 

Bernardino was well known at the peni- 
tentiary. He had friends among the guards. 
Occasionally he had taken them small gifts 
of food to supplement their rations. 

An idea began to form in his mind. He 
would approach his friend Pedro Beltran, a 
guard, with the idea of getting food to 
Dofia Otilia. 

One afternoon he appeared at the prison, 
and after greeting several of the guards, he 
sauntered over to where Pedro was basking 
in the sun. It was a cold day and the sun felt 
good. Guard duty was monotonous. Pedro 
was glad to see Bernardino and chat with 
him. 

After discussing some of the events of 
the week Bernardino lowered his voice. 

“Pedro, listen and listen carefully. Would 
you, for pay of course, see that Dofia Otilia 
de Gonzales received food, if I should bring 
it here for her?” 

Pedro turned his eyes to his friend, and 
searched his face to try to fathom this re- 
quest. 

“Nino, do you realize all this involves?” 
he asked. 

“Pedro, I can’t bear to see her slowly 
starving to death.” 














o- 








Pedro nodded sympathetically. 

“Then,” said Bernardino, “the food I'll 
bring will be tied with a green thread. See 
that she gets it. What days are you on jail 
duty?” 

“Wednesday one week, and Friday the 
next.” Pedro looked at his friend. “Do you 
know why I am willing to do this dangerous 
thing?” 

“Of course,” said Bernardino. “I'll pay 
you well.” 

“No, you must not pay me. I do it for the 
love of God and his Son Jesus Christ.” 
Pedro lowered his voice. “I have joined the 
Evangelicals.” 

Bernardino drew back. “You are a fool, 
Pedro. What good can all that nonsense do 

ou?” 

‘ “We won't talk about it now,’ Pedro 
said. “I will deliver the food according to 
your wish.” 

The plan worked well—for a while. Ber- 
nardino casually dropped in on Wednesdays 
or Fridays. When he was sure no one was 
watching, he would put a package into 
Pedro's hand. 

Several months sped by and both men 
were rewarded by seeing the gaunt marks 
of hunger erased from Dona Otilia’s face. 





But one day, Bernardino dropped his 
package into Pedro’s hand, gave a snappy 
salute, and was on his way, when an officer 
sauntered over. 

“And what might there be in that pack- 
age, Pedro?” he asked. 

Pedro had long dreaded this moment, 
but felt equal to the occasion. 

“Oh, Bernardino Ramirez is always bring- 
ing us little extras to eat,” he said, trying to 
appear indifferent. 

The officer held out his hand for the 
package. Pedro handed it over, reluctantly. 
He knew better than to refuse a superior 
officer. 

The officer whipped out a knife, cut the 
green string and _ investigated. Sure 
enough, there was food! Crackers, dried 
meat, cheese, raisins. He was about to hand 
it back, when peering a little closer, he no- 
ticed a small white envelope addressed to 
Dofia Otilia. 

“For Dofia Otilia de Gonzales,” he read. 
He opened the letter. There were just a few 
words. “Your husband is in Mexico.” It was 
signed, “Bernardino Ramirez.” Pedro froze, 
horrified. 

“So, Bernardino keeps her advised!” 
sneered the officer with an icy inflection in 


“Honestly, officer, | know nothing about that letter,” Pedro said, but there was panic in his voice. 
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his voice. “And you are the go-between?” 

“Honestly, officer, I know nothing about 
this letter. Ask the other guards if Ber- 
nardino hasn't brought us occasional pack- 
ages of food.” There was stifled panic in 
Pedro's voice. 

“I shall investigate,” the officer said, and 
strode away. 

Soon the bugle sounded release for the 
guards on duty. Pedro could hardly wait 
until the next guards took over. 

The evening shadows were already 
lengthening. Pedro knew he must reach 
Bernardino at once. When he left the prison 
he was careful to go in the opposite direc- 
tion from Bernardino’s home. He walked 
briskly toward a large market six blocks 
away. There he made some purchases. 

Then with unhurried steps he sauntered 
down a back alley, picked up speed, and 
fled. Night had settled but Pedro hurried 
on. Bernardino must know what had hap- 
pened. 

At home, Bernardino’s attention was at- 
tracted by a rap-rap-rap on the window fac- 
ing the street. 
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“Paula,” he called, “go see who is knock- 
ing on the window. Why can’t they use the 
knocker?” 

Paula unbolted the door, and Pedro slid 
noiselessly into the house. 

“Nino,” he panted, “you must go. Lieu- 
tenant Asturias found your note and said he 
would begin an investigation. You know 
what that means. You must go at once!” 

Bernardino rose to his feet, his face pale 
under the healthy tan. 

“Pedro, believe me, I am sorry if this in- 
volves you. Be on guard tomorrow, and act 
as if you were not expecting anything un- 
usual. I have already made arrangements 
with friends to help me if I should need it.” 

In the doorway Pedro hesitated. “You 
may be going into great danger, Nino. Put 
your trust in God. He will never leave you 
nor forsake you.” 

“Oh, I shall get on very well,’ Bernar- 
dino said. “I have been used to taking care 
of myself.” 

He turned to his wife. “Paula, the time 
is come! I must leave for Mexico tonight. 

To page 17 
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Shore Lines 





By KAY HEISTAND 


AS DORIS skipped down the steps of the 
church she hummed a tune under her 
breath. Life had been pleasanter, and she 
was so much happier since she had moved 
to this new town and had been going to 
church. 

An old man was sitting on the bottom 
step. He turned to watch Doris and smiled 
































































































at her sunny face. “Good afternoon,” he 
called. 

Doris stopped and smiled back at him. 
Almost everybody called him Uncle Ben, 
for he had been the custodian of the church 
for years and years. However, since she 
didn’t know him well and had always been 
taught to respect her elders, she said po- 
litely, “Hello, Mr. Howell.” 

“You look mighty happy today, Doris,” 
he commented. 

“Oh, I am! I just love this town and the 
church and the people and my school and 
and everything!” she finished breath- 
lessly. She brushed her soft brown hair 
back from her forehead, shook her pony- 
tail away from her collar, and sat down be- 
side the old man on the bottom step. 

“Sun sure feels good today,” Mr. Howell 
said slowly. “So you really like coming to 
our church?” 

Doris nodded happily. Mr. Howell's 
faded blue eyes were suddenly sharp as he 
asked abruptly, “Do you believe the Bible?” 

Doris was startled. “Why—why, of course 
I do,” she answered. “I tithe, and I never 
miss church or any of the meetings.” 

“And you like the friendliness of the 
people in the church,” he mused. “Seems as 
though you're gettin’ a good deal out of 
church—what are you giving?” 

Doris stared at the old man. Her cheeks 
reddened and she jumped to her feet. “I 
don’t have to be questioned and—and third- 
degreed like this,” she spluttered. “How 
dare you f To page 14 
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All night long the weary farmer rowed, not realizing 
that his boat was still tied fast to the shore. 
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One Change of Clothes 


(What a difference it made in the life of an African boy!) 


By BETTY SPEAR 


MAPOLIO was happy when his heathen 
mother allowed him to go to the mis- 
sion school. His older brother had started 
the year before and mamma was so pleased 
with his progress that she said Kapolio 
could go this year too. He worked for the 
school to help pay his way, for money was 
scarce in his home. 

One day he did not feel well. One of the 
other students suggested that he go to Mad- 
ami, the miissionary’s wife, for she had medi- 
cine to help the sick ones. 

“Madami, a child is here who wants medi- 
cine,” Mathias reported when Kapolio en- 
tered the room where the missionary’s wife 
was teaching her children. 

“Thank you, Mathias,” replied Madami, 
and she rose to go and see the child. 

The poor little fellow had a high fever, 
and he was dressed only in a loincloth and a 
shirt so full of holes that it wasn’t much 
more than a collar with a row of buttons. 
Madami told her two sons about it. “He 
really needs warm clothes in this chilly 
mountain climate!” she said. At once, the 
boys hurried to their rooms. Larry found a 
pair of trousers in good condition, and 
Randy brought out one of his sweat shirts, 
saying, “I’ve almost grown out of this, so 
maybe it would fit Kapolio.” 

As Madami gave the boy medicine for 
his fever and treated his sore eyes, she saw 
that his body was filthy dirty. “Surely he 
isn’t one of our Christians,” she muttered in 
a surprised tone of voice. 

She turned to Mathias and asked who the 
boy was. “He is a new student at the school, 
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Madami,” he said. “His mother is a poor 
widow, and a heathen besides.” 

Kapolio did not understand the conversa- 
tion, for Madami and Mathias spoke in Eng- 
lish. But when he realized that the clothes 
were a present to him, his eyes shone and 
a grin stretched across his face. 

The clothes fit perfectly! Kapolio was so 
thrilled that he forgot his throbbing head- 
ache, and went bounding up the stone steps 
toward the school. 

“Oh, take it easy! Do not run and play 
hard today, for you have a fever,” Madami 
called after him. 

“You must learn to wash your body every 
day!” shouted Mathias. “You have been 
given nice, clean clothes, and you must keep 
yourself clean.” 

About an hour later Mathias reported 
what Kapolio had been doing. “You know 
that boy you gave the clothes to, Madami? 
He is down in the valley washing himself 
in the mud puddle.” 

Madami was horrified. “But he has a high 
fever. He might get sicker. You must tell 
him to stop!” 

Mathias hurried off only to return with 
the sad report that while Kapolio was bath 
ing, his older brother had stolen his new 
clothes. 

Madami was indignant. “Why did he take 
clothes too small for him? I know he had 
good clothes, for I saw him just the other 
day! He must give these back, and I shall 
ask my husband to scold him so he won't 
take his little brother’s things again!” 

But Madami’s words were unnecessary, 
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tor circumstances and a guilty conscience 
were to teach big brother a lesson he would 
never forget. 

Kahindo—that was big brother’s name— 
had attended the mission school long 
enough to know that it was wrong to steal, 
but when he saw little brother’s new clothes 
folded neatly beside the mud puddle, he 
couldn't resist the temptation. Grabbing up 
the clothes, he dashed off, his ears deaf to 
the anguished protests of his little brother! 

He climbed quickly up the steep path 
and soon came out on the mission road 
and decided to put on the new clothes. He 
pulled them over his own and went strut- 
ting down the road, never realizing what a 
sight he was in trousers so tight he could 
hardly move, and a shirt with sleeves so 
short they barely covered his elbows! 

During recess, Randy, Madami’s son, 
met his dad near the brick shed, and soon 
they were walking back to the house to- 
gether. 

Randy looked again at the oddity coming 
toward them and recognized his sweat shirt. 
“Why, mommy gave those clothes to an- 


other boy this morning,” he exclaimed. 
“What is going on here anyway?” 

The missionary called out, “Come here, 
now!” and the words arrested Kahindo in 
his tracks. 

Just one startled look was all his guilty 
conscience needed! To the surprise of all 
the people on the road, Kahindo suddenly 
leaped right over the bank! In great, jar- 
ring jumps he started down the terraced 
mountainside. But the tight pants slowed 
his progress, so he quickly pulled them off 
without even stopping! 

As the pants went sailing to one side, 
Kahindo tried to rip the shirt off over his 
head, but he forgot the zipper. Shouts of 
laughter from the people on the bank 
sounded like yells from would-be pursuers, 
and spurred Kahindo on to greater effort in 
his downhill plunge. Blinded by the shirt, 
he ran like a madman. 

Fortunately, he stopped the erratic flail- 
ing of his arms and remembered to unzip 
the shirt. Then flinging it off as he had the 
pants, he managed to increase the speed of 


To page 19 
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At top speed Kahindo raced for home, but only his guilty conscience was chasing him! 
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pope EXCELLENCY, I implore you not 
to go!” 

The innkeeper raised his hands, as if he 
would block the doorway and keep the 
baron and his wife with him through the 
night. Darkness had fallen on the little 
town of Robrin in Northern Russia. Snow, 
which was still falling gently but steadily 
from the wintry sky, lay knee-deep along 
the village streets. 

The baron raised his voice. “And why, 
pray, should I not go on? It is only a little 
after five o'clock. If I can reach Borislav 
tonight, we can make the remaining miles 
to St. Petersburg in two days.” 

“Your Excellency will do well to remain 
here for the night. It is more than twenty 
miles to Borislav, and much of the way lies 
through heavy forests. You are in danger 
of losing your way in the darkness. The 
wolf packs are worse than usual this winter, 
and if you should meet one of them along 
the way—then God help you!” The inn- 
keeper shuddered and again raised his 
hands in protest. 

“Nonsense!” replied the impatient baron. 
“You are just trying to make me afraid. I 
am armed; my servant Eric is armed also. 
Surely we can keep off a few cowardly 
wolves.” 

Without pausing to argue further, the 
baron and his wife strode through the door 
and out into the courtyard where Eric had 
the sleigh ready for the journey. Four pow- 
erful horses, in full harness, stood stamping 
their feet, their warm breath making clouds 
of steam in the cold night air. Carefully the 
baron tucked the warm robes about his wife, 
took his place beside her, and indicated to 
Eric that all was ready. The servant 
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mounted the platform behind them, and the 
party dashed into the night. 

Quickly the lights of the little village dis- 
appeared, and the sleigh with its three pas- 
sengers was swallowed up in the gloom. For 
a while all went well as the party sped along 
the clearly marked trail. 

They had traveled perhaps half an hour 
when they heard a mournful sound far off 
in the distance. The baroness looked at her 
husband in dismay, as her frightened lips 
framed the dreaded word, “Wolves!” 

There was no mistaking the sound. The 
horses had heard it also and quickened their 
pace. Eric drove them as rapidly as he 
could, glancing now and then over his 
shoulder. In just a few minutes he began to 
see wolves darting from tree to tree. Dark 
shapes they were, marked out clearly against 
the pure white snow. Straight along the 
trail behind the sleigh came the main body 
of the pack, led by a gigantic wolf. It was no 
small, straggling group, but scores and 
scores of half-starved, hunger-maddened 
beasts. Closer and still closer they came. 
Soon the leading wolf tried to spring at 
one of the rear horses. 

“Eric, are your pistols ready?” asked the 
baron. 

MT a 

“Then let's fire together.” 

They fired, and two wolves went down in 
the snow. Their companions paused a few 
moments while they tore them in pieces 
and devoured their dead bodies. Then they 
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No sooner had Eric leaped off the slowly moving sled 
into the snow, than the pack of wolves attacked him. 
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were back again, more bloodthirsty than be- 
fore. The baron and Eric reloaded. 

“We must let one of the horses go,” said 
the baron. Carefully Eric leaned out over 
the back of the sleigh and cut the traces of 
one of the spare horses that were tied to 
the back of the sleigh. Feeling herself free, 
the horse fled away at top speed into the 
forest, the wolf pack at her heels. Before 
she had gone far, however, the wolves had 
closed in, sprung on her, and bore her to 
the ground. 

“We are saved,” murmured the baron. 
By this time they had entered a thick 


forest. How the baron wished he had lis- 
tened to the advice of the innkeeper. But 
there could be no turning back now. The 
horses were growing weary, for the snow 
was deep under the trees and it was hard 
to travel through it. 

“Here they come again,” Eric warned. 
Both he and the baron had reloaded their 
pistols. The cry of the pack came louder, 
clearer, and nearer every moment. The men 
fired, but soon the wolves were again snap- 
ping at the heels of the maddened horses. 

“We must sacrifice another horse,” said 
the baron, and Eric cut loose the other spare 
horse, and the occupants of the sled watched 
in silent horror as the horse bounded away 
through the forest with the wolves in hot 
pursuit. 


A few more minutes, and incredible as it 
seems, the wolves were back at the sleigh. 
The party was moving much more slowly 
now, for the horses were tired. But still 
they were making progress. 

Just as the wolves once more encircled 
the sleigh, snapping at the horses, the forest 
opened up, and two miles away the trav- 
elers could see the lights of the village, 
Borislav. Could they reach it in time? An- 
other fifteen minutes and they would be 
safe. 

Once again the men fired into the black 





mass, and three wolves dropped in the 
snow. But the time gained was all too brief. 

During the last few minutes Eric had 
been coming to a desperate decision. He 
would save his master and mistress by the 
sacrifice of his own life. He had served 
them faithfully for years; he would serve 
them to the end. 

“I intend to leap off into the snow to 
hold up the pack while you and the baron- 
ess go on into the village,” he announced. 
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GLAD CHRISTMAS 


By RAE CROSS 


May there be gladness everywhere 
And candles shining bright; 

May there be peace among all men 
Upon this holy night. 


And may the story always new 
Be told to every child, 

The story of the Baby's birth 
And Mary, sweet and mild. 


May love and friendliness surround 
Each one on Christmas Day, 

And stay within our hearts to bless 
All those who pass our way. 


“If possible, I shall try to get to a tree I can 
climb, although they are very scarce here.” 

“No, no, Eric, I cannot bear to lose you,” 
the baron protested. “Just a few more min- 
utes, and we shall all be safe.” 

“A few more minutes, and we shall all 
perish in the snow. It is better for me to 
take a chance, for by so doing I am sure to 
save you. As soon as you reach the village 
you can send back a party to rescue me.” 
They were brave words, for Eric knew all 
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too well that his chances of escaping death 
were very small indeed. 

“Fire as I jump,” he said to the baron as 
he leaped from the moving sleigh into the 
deep snow. There was a flash as Eric’s own 
pistol went off, and the dark mass of wolves 
closed about him and the sleigh dashed on 
the last half mile that took it to safety in 
Borislav. 

Immediately on arriving there, the baron 
gathered the men of the village together, 
and with lanterns and guns they returned to 
the place where Eric had leaped from the 
sleigh. Blood patches on the snow told 
them how the faithful servant had met his 
end. Sadly the baron returned to the village. 
The next day he and the baroness proceeded 
on their way to St. Petersburg. 

Spring came, and the snow melted. The 
baron returned to Borislav with a monu- 
ment to place as near as possible to the spot 
where Eric had fallen. Engraved on the 
stone was the story briefly told of the great 
sacrifice Eric had made for those whom he 
had loved and served so long. The inscrip- 
tion closed with the beautiful words of our 
Saviour: 

“Greater love hath no man than this, that 
a man lay down his life for his friends.” 
John 15:13. 





Shore Lines 
From page 9 

“Whoa, now, young lady,” Mr. Howell 
soothed. “Set yourself down and listen to 
me a minute. The only right I have is that 
of old age—and the right that one Chris- 
tian has to talk to another about his reli- 
gion.” 

Doris was about to flounce away, but she 
paused. She still would not sit down again. 

“Saw you at the drugstore the other day, 
Doris. Went down there for my medicine. 
There you were, settin’ up at the counter.” 

“Well, there’s nothing wrong with that!” 
Doris exclaimed. “I was getting a drink.” 

“Not milk, not lemonade—but one 6 
those soft drinks we don’t exactly encour- 
age drinkin’ ” Mr. Howell paused. 

Doris flushed again. “Well, I've been 
used to soft drinks like that all my life. 
You can’t expect me to give them up all at 
once, can you?” she asked defensively. 

“Wearin’ those dangly ear-bobs too, 

To page 18 
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A Visit With 
DESMOND DOSS 


By MARYAN B. WILKINSON 


I. A Painful Blessing and the Drunk That Watched 


OU may have seen Desmond T. Doss 

on television, or at a youth congress or 
camp meeting. You know a lot about him 
—how he rescued wounded soldiers so 
bravely that President Truman gave him 
the Congressional Medal of Honor. He is 
the only “medic” who ever got that medal. 
And of course we're happy to let folks know 
he is a Seventh-day Adventist. 

Our family met Mr. Doss a few weeks 
ago, and I asked him to tell me something 
that would be a help to grade-school young 
people. 

Desmond Doss showed me his left hand. 


It has a big scar on it that runs from the 
base of the hand nearly to the fingers. 
Maybe you can see it in the picture. 
“Something happened to my hand when 
I was just a little fellow,” he began, “that 
made a lot of difference in my life. I was 
going to my aunt’s house to get some milk, 
but I fell down and broke the bortle. It cut 
my hand so deep that it chipped the bone. 
Some muscles were cut, and it looked for 
a while as though I would never be able to 
do anything with that hand. But I kept try- 
ing to make the fingers move a little bit and 
then a little bit more. Finally I got so I 


Desmond Doss holding up his hand so you can see the scar that helped to save a man’s soul. 
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could do almost everything the other boys 
could. 

“Still, there was one thing I couldn’t do 
that all my friends did. 1 couldn’t play base- 
ball. I guess I could have learned to bat all 
right, but you have to catch with your left 
hand, and I couldn't do that. 

“It seemed like a terrible thing at the 
time, but now when I look back I can see 
that it turned out to be a blessing. All the 
time the other fellows spent playing base- 
ball I had to spend doing something else. 
I had time to learn how to cooperate with 
God. I liked to do things around the home 
—fixing things up and helping. I had time 
to do things for sick people. I found out 
that raising flowers can be fun—and taking 
the flowers to people in the jail or hospital 
was even more fun. We took along litera- 
ture, too, so I guess you'd call it missionary 
work. 

“When I was bigger there was a family 
in our church that got discouraged. Week 
after week they didn’t show up at Sabbath 
school and church. It seemed as though they 
never would come back, and we all felt bad 
about it. 

“Then the woman got sick. As usual, the 
family wasn’t in church the next Sabbath 
morning, but somebody announced that the 
mother was in the hospital. They said we 
should pray, and they asked for somebody 
to give some blood to help her. 

“Several of us planned to go down and 
let them test our blood that afternoon. Only 
somebody who had the same type of blood 
she had could give his to her. Right after 
dinner the hospital called up and said we 
should come right away. The woman was 
very sick. 

“So we all hurried to the hospital and 
had our blood tested—and mine was the 
only blood that was of the right type. So 
they used my blood for the transfusion, and 
it seemed to be just what she needed. She 
got well before very long. 

“When she was well again the family 
came to see me. They said I had helped 
them out and they wanted to know what 
they could do for me. 

“I told them there was just one thing they 
could do—start coming to church again! 

“Well, they did! And they got to be good 
active members. They helped with a branch 
Sabbath school that grew into a good-sized 
church. The man is an elder in that church 
right now. 
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“I'm glad I got interested early in help- 
ing people. The cut on my hand turned out 
to be a blessing!” 

Maybe something has happened to you 
that seems like a terrible thing. Don’t be 
discouraged. The Lord knows what is best 
for us all. Someday you will be able to say 
with Desmond Doss that “it turned out to 
be a blessing!” 

Desmond Doss learned something else 
that helped him a lot. And this story began 
under a railroad track. It was a summer day, 
and he was walking to his aunt’s house to 
help her build an arbor in her yard. He had 
to pass under a railroad track to get there. 

As he got near to the overpass, he saw a 
man above him on the track. The man was 
a drunk, and Desmond had seen him too 
many times before. He had never seen him 
when he wasn’t drunk. The poor fellow al- 
ways seemed to be going around with his 
brain half asleep. One could tell what he 
had been drinking by the awful smell. 

Desmond didn’t like to go near him, but 
the man came down from the track and 
they met on the rough road. 

“Gimme a match!” The drunk’s voice 
was thick and loud. 

Desmond tried to edge around him. “I 
don’t have a match,” he said. “I don’t 
smoke.” 

The drunk stood right in his way so he 
couldn’t get past. He was so close, and the 
smell was terrible. 

“I know you don’t smoke,” he said. “I’ve 
seen you before. I know more about you 
than you think I do!” 

Desmond wondered how that man could 
know anything about anything! The drunk 
went on talking. 

“You live on Easley Avenue, and you go 
to the Adventist school on Park Avenue. 
You go to church on Saturday. You don’t 
curse and you don’t drink—and you don’t 
fight with the other boys. I’ve watched you.” 

The drunk walked away and so did Des- 
mond. The words ran over and over in his 
brain: “I've watched you . . . I've watched 
... It was almost a creepy feeling to think 
of that drunk watching everything he did. 
Maybe the drunk had been up on the track 
watching, the day a big burly fellow jumped 
on Desmond, yelling and punching. The 
boy had the idea that Desmond had been 
hurting his brother. It wasn’t true, but there 
wasn't time to argue. 

It looked as though Desmond would have 














to fight that time. But just at that very mo- 
ment along came an even bigger, stronger 
boy. He grabbed the boy who was beating 
Desmond. 

“He never hurt your brother or anybody 
else,” he shouted. “He doesn’t fight with 
anyone!” 

Then he turned to Desmond. “If any- 
body gives you any trouble around here 
again, you just let me know!” He said it 
loud enough for the first boy to hear it with- 
out half trying! 

Desmond wondered whether the drunk 
man had seen what happened that day. 

“If that drunk knows so much about me,” 
Desmond thought, “maybe other people are 
watching, too. I'd better be careful to let 
them see me doing the right thing.” 

So a little talk with a drunk man under 
a railroad track was a big help to Desmond 
Doss. Since then, lots of people have 
watched him—in the Army, on television, 
in big meetings, and at home. He still wants 
always to be seen doing the right thing. 
Don’t you? 

(Next week: How Desmond became a 
Christian ) 





Prisoner to Preacher 
From page 8 


With two good mules promised me and by 
traveling all night due north, I ought to ar- 
rive at my mother’s home by noon tomor- 
row. Then with fresh mules, by the next day 
I'll be across the border. I know that frontier 
region well and many of the bypaths. Thank 
you, Pedro, and God bless you.” 

They hugged one another in a strong 
chest-to-chest embrace in the Guatemalan 
way. then Pedro disappeared into the night. 

Nino left the house and walked swiftly 
down a side street to his friends from whom 
he had rented the mules. They understood, 
and asked no questions. He mounted one 
mule and led the other out through the back 
yard. 

Meanwhile, at home, as Paula finished 
packing, she wiped away the tears as she be- 
gan to prepare the last meal for her man. 

“What does the future hold for us?” she 
sighed. 

The clatter of the mules outside re- 
minded her to set the table and dry her 
tears. 

Bérnardino came in, went to his trunk, 


and found a roll of bills. A few of them he 
laid aside for his wife. 

“Come, Nino, and eat. Everything is 
ready,” she said. 

She brought his bedroll and laid it beside 
him. Few words were exchanged. Each 
knew that every moment was precious. The 
sooner Nino headed north, the better it 
would be. 

“Paula, take the train tomorrow for Za- 
capa. Here is some money. Stay there with 
your family until I send for you. Good-by, 
my darling, for the present.” 

He held her in a long embrace and she 
tried to stifle her sobs. Then he rode away. 

Bernardino was an excellent rider, so he 
settled down to the journey that he knew 
would take him all night and part of the 
next day. One mount would tire from the 
constant riding, and he would change to 
the extra mule. He was young and his body 
could take the beating. 

The sun was high overhead when he rode 
into his mother’s yard. She greeted him 
with joy and surprise. He motioned to her 
to be quiet, and after tying the mules, he 
went inside the house with her. 

“Mother, much has happened,” he said. 
“IT am on my way to Mexico. Will you please 
go to Don Bocho and ask him to have three 
strong mules ready for me by sundown? 
Also tell my brother, Manuel, that I want 
very much for him to go with me to return 
the mules. Now I must get some rest and 
sleep.” 

His mother knew she would learn the 
whole story from Manuel when he returned. 
She left the house to do the errand. 

Two neighbors had seen Bernardino turn 
into the yard. 

“Those mules have had tough riding,” 
one observed to the other. 

“Yes. I wonder who the man is and where 
he came from?” remarked the other. “He 
seems well dressed. 1 wonder if he could be 
that son that Dofia Ofelia is always brag- 
ging about, the one who lives in Guatemala 
City.” 

Since there was no one to ask, the con- 
versation turned to other things. 

The neighbor nearest to Dofa Ofelia 
was awakened before dawn by the sound of 
feeding mules, and general preparations for 
a trip. He slipped quietly from his bed and 
out the door. By keeping in the shadow of 
the house and under cover of a hedge he 
was able to hear part of what was said. 
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Dofia Ofelia came out of the house. “Oh, 
Nino, be careful! That back road to the 
frontier is longer, but no doubt safer.” 

“Ah,” murmured the neighbor. “So that is 
Bernardino! Why is he in such a hurry to 
get to Mexico?” 

(Read the rest of the story next week) 


Outwitting an Angry Bull 
From page 5 


Later, safe at home, Carl cleaned his gun 
and put it away thoughtfully. Now he knew 
how it felt to be hunted. He thought with a 
shudder how close he had come to being 
trampled to death and his brothers with 
him. One little slip, one mistake, and it 
would have been all over. Somehow, hunt- 
ing had suddenly lost its charm. 

Carl didn’t say anything about his experi- 
ence, but his brothers couldn’t talk about 
anything else. Their stories seemed so 
strange and unbelievable to his mother and 
sister that Carl finally had to tell just what 
had happened. But he couldn’t quite under- 
stand why his mother hugged him so hard. 
That night when they had worship there 
was a mother’s prayer of gratitude that 
reached to the throne in heaven, thanking 
God for the safety of her little family. 


Shore Lines 
From page 14 


weren't you?” The old man’s eyes looked 
right through the girl. 

Doris couldn’t answer for a minute. She 
knew that the Bible said Christian women 
shouldn’t wear earrings and jewelry. “Well, 
I don’t wear jewelry to church,” she alibied. 

The old man shook his head at her. 
“Maybe I don’t have any right to talk to you 
like this, Doris,” he mused. “But I sure hate 
to see you goin’ on like this—not cuttin’ 
your shore lines.” 

Doris sank down on the step. “Not cut- 
ting my shore lines?” she asked wonder- 
ingly. “What do you mean, Mr. Howell?” 

“I knew a farmer once—he had trouble 
with his shore lines too,” he said. 

Doris scented a story. “Tell me about 
him, Mr. Howell,” she said eagerly. 

“Well, he found out the market in a little 
town across the water had better prices than 
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his home town, so he decided to take ad- 
vantage of those prices. He gathered his 
produce, loaded it in his boat, and rowed 
over to the other shore. Fastening his boat, 
he took out his produce and found a ready 
market for it. He sold all that day and got a 
fine price, then when night came on he 
made his way down to his boat. The wind 
had blown it right up on the shore and he 
stepped into it. He picked up the oars and 
began to row. Thinking of the success of 
the day, he forgot everything else. He rowed 
for hours and finally said, ‘What! Can I be 
lost in sight of home?’” 

“And was he?” asked Doris. 

Mr. Howell smiled at her. “The farmer 
put his hand in the water to see if he could 
tell which way the water was flowing. He 
turned his boat another way and rowed for 
several hours more. Finally, after rowing all 
night, he found when dawn came that he 
was right where he started. He had forgot- 
ten to let loose the rope that held the boat 
to the shore!” 

“Oh-h-h,” Doris said in surprise. But 
what could this have to do with her? Shore 
lines, indeed! She certainly wasn’t in any 
boat! 

“You don’t understand, do you?” Mr. 
Howell asked. Doris shook her head. 

“There are folks who wish to go some- 
where, but they do not cut the shore lines. 
They are tied to some habit that hinders 
them from getting to the land of their de- 
sires.” 

Doris could not meet the blue eyes look- 
ing so intently into her face. “You mean 
wearing jewelry—and doing things that 
the Bible says are wrong—those things are 
like shore lines ” She paused. 

The old man nodded. “You’ve been proud 
and happy about belonging to our church, 
but Doris, you cannot be a true Christian 
until you are one wholeheartedly. If you 
will cut all shore lines for the Master’s serv- 
ice and launch out unselfishly into the deep 
of His boundless love, you will find that 
service for Him is a great blessing.” 

Doris’ eyes were moist. She extended her 
hand gropingly, timidly. “I’m truly sorry, 
Mr. Howell. I—I guess I've never really 
faced my problem before. Never completely 
realized how important it is to give myself 
wholeheartedly to the church. Can I be 
forgiven and—and cut my shore lines?” 

“You certainly can, child. All that is nec- 
essary is sincere resolution and complete 

















surrender. I’m sure you'll not have any trou- 
ble reaching the farther shore now, the one 
where the reward is the greatest and the 
blessings complete.” Mr. Howell stood up 
and shook her hand heartily. “And you can 
call me Uncle Ben, if you like. All the other 
children do.” 

“Thank you so much, Mr. Howell, er, Un- 
cle Ben,” Doris smiled. She watched the 
old man walk away. Turning, she started 
for home, eager to tell her mother. Things 
would be different in the future, she was 
sure. 





One Change of Clothes 
From page 11 


his fear-inspired flight as he raced for his 
own village, where he scrambled to hide in 
the darkness of his thatch-roofed, mud- 
walled home, and it was some time before 
his wildly beating heart calmed enough for 
him to realize that no one had been after 
him. Not one thing had chased him, unless 
it was the shadow of his own guilt-ridden 
conscience! 

Back on the hillside, helpful students 
picked up the stolen clothes and hurried to 
restore them to their rightful owner, who 
was still shivering in the mud puddle! 

In spite of his ordeal, Kapolio was bet- 
ter the next day, but he was wearing his 
ragged clothes again. Had big brother dared 
to take them a second time? No. Mamma 
had decided that the missionaries had been 
kind to give her little boy nice clothes, and 
the mission school was being very helpful 
in giving her boys an education, so Kapolio 
should save these clothes for the Sabbath, 
and he should attend the mission church as 
well as the school! 

So every Sabbath, Kapolio comes to the 
mission church on the hill with his big 
brother. He is always clean on Sabbath, and 
usually he is clean for school too. And when 
the people gather around outside the 
church, he squeezes out in front to welcome 
the missionaries with a big, happy grin. 

The missionaries are happy that Kapolio 
is learning to love Jesus, and they are wait- 
ing with hopeful hearts to see his heathen 
mother come to church too. She has not 
thought it necessary to love the Lord yet, 
but someday, Kapolio may persuade her, 
and what a happy day that will be! 





Scriptures Every Junior Should Remember 


December 

18. John 17:3 Eternal life 

19. Ex. 34:21 God’s time 

20. Mark 2:27 A blessing for us 
21. Matt. 6:24 Choose one only 


22. Mark 13:34 
23. Luke 21:33 
24. John 1:12 


God has a work for me 
God’s word is sure 
Wonderful privilege 








Tom Catches a Baby 
From page 3 


Tom didn’t know what to do. If he 
shouted, the baby wouldn’t understand. In- 
deed, he might frighten her, and she would 
fall to her death at his feet. 

Perhaps he could run up the stairs and 
tell the mother in time to save her. But 
then, what could the mother really do when 
the baby was already so far out of reach? 

All these thoughts and many more too 
rushed through Tom’s mind in far less time 
than it takes to write them. 

Other people had stopped by now and 
were looking up in horror at the little girl's 
plight. But no one knew what to do. 

However, while they were watching they 
saw another movement on the ledge, and 
everybody gasped: 

“She's falling!” 

Near Tom a woman screamed and cov- 
ered her face with her hands. A big man 
began to run—in the wrong direction. Only 
Tom seemed to know what to do. He 
spread out his arms and stood right under 
the falling baby. 

Suddenly he felt as though a sack of 
cement had hit him, and in a moment he 
was rolling over on the sidewalk with some- 
thing in his arms. Just what happened dur- 
ing those awful moments he never could 
tell. 

But when he came round he saw a 

To page 22 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 


Lesson theme for the fourth quarter: "Christ-Centered Doctrines" 


XI11—The Millennium 


(December 24) 


Memory VERSE: “They lived and reigned with 
Christ a thousand years” (Revelation 20:4). 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Read the prophecy given us by John the reve- 
lator that tells us what happens in the thousand 
years between the Second Advent and the estab- 
lishing of the new earth, in Revelation 20:1-10. 
Go over the memory verse until you can repeat 
it readily. 

SUNDAY 


Two Classes of People 


Open your Bible to Matthew 13. 


Jesus told the parable of the tares and the 
wheat to show us that there are two classes of 
people, and to show that at the end of the world 
these two classes—the righteous and the wicked 
—will be separated. 

The story was a familiar happening—about a 
trick often played on a man by his enemy. Read 
it in verses 24-30. 

“In the East, men sometimes took revenge 
upon an enemy by strewing his newly-sown fields 
with the seeds of some noxious weed that, while 
growing, closely resembled wheat. Springing up 
with the wheat, it injured the crop and brought 
trouble and loss to the owner of the field. So it 
is with enmity to Christ that Satan scatters his 
evil seed among the good grain of the kingdom.” 
—Christ’s Object Lessons, p. 71. 

The disciples were puzzled by this parable, and 
when they had the opportunity to do so, asked 
for an explanation. Read Christ’s explanation 


of it in verses 36-43. 
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In the church are many who appear to be 
Christians, but are not bearing the fruit that 
every Christian should bear. 

“Christ's servants are grieved as they see true 
and false believers mingled in the church. They 
long to do something to cleanse the church. Like 
the servants of the householder, they are ready 
to uproot the tares. But Christ says to them, 
‘Nay; lest while ye gather up the tares, ye root 
up also the wheat with them. Let both grow 
together until the harvest.’’’—Christ’s Object 
Lessons, p. 71. 

For further reading: 
pp. 72, 73. 

THINK! Are vou like the true wheat, or 
a tare among the wheat? Think how patient God 
is to let the wicked continue with the good. He 
gives them every opportunity to repent and turn 
to Him and become wheat instead of tares. 

PRAY to be like the true wheat, bearing fruit 
for earth’s harvest. 


Christ’s Object Lessons, 


MONDAY 
When the Two Classes Will Be Separated 

Open your Bible to 1 Thessalonians 4. 

Just as there came a day in the story of the 
wheat and tares when they had to be separated, 
so there is to come a day when those who have 
not been true to the teachings of Christ will 
have to be separated from those who are sincere 
and true. Verses 16 and 17 will tell you when 
that time will be. 

Four great events will take place at this time. 
Christ will appear in glory, the righteous dead 
will be raised to life, the wicked will be killed 

















by the brightness of Christ’s coming, and the 
living righteous will be taken with the resur- 
rected righteous up to Christ’s home in heaven. 

These four events mark the beginning of a 
thousand-year period that is called the millen- 
nium. 

The word millennium is not actually found in 
the Bible, but we read in Revelation 20 about a 
period of a thousand years that begins with the 
second coming of Christ, and we call this thou- 
sand-year period the millennium, from two Latin 
words, mille, meaning “thousand,” and annus, 
meaning “year.” 

For further reading: The Great Controversy, 
p. 657, par. 2. 


Tuink! Are your actions and words from day 
to day assuring you a place among the righteous? 


Pray to be in the right class when Jesus comes. 


TUESDAY 
What Happens During the Millennium 


Open your Bible to Revelation 20. 


At the second coming of Jesus, the righteous 
dead are raised and with the righteous living, 
are taken to be with Jesus, safe from the temp- 
tations and troubles with which Satan has pur- 
sued them all their lives. The wicked have been 
killed. Only Satan is left alive on the earth. Read 
verses 1 to 3 to see what happens to him during 
this time. 

“Here is to be the home of Satan with his evil 
angels for a thousand years. Limited to the earth, 
he will not have access to other worlds, to tempt 
and annoy those who have never fallen. It is in 
this sense that he is bound: there are none re- 
maining upon whom he can exercise his power. 
He is wholly cut off from the work of deception 
and ruin which for so many centuries has been 


his sole delight.”"—The Great Controversy, 
p. 659. 
Read verse 4 and see what those who have 


withstood Satan are doing in heaven. 





“In union with Christ they judge the wicked, 
comparing their acts with the statute-book, the 
Bible, and deciding every case according to the 


deeds done in the body.”—The Great Contro- 
versy, p. 661. 

For further reading: The Great Controversy, 
p. 660. 

THINK what rest and peace will come when 
Satan is bound! 


Pray for the reign of Satan soon to end and 
for the reign of Christ to begin. 


WEDNESDAY 
The End of the Millennium 


Open your Bible to Revelation 20. 

When the thousand-year period called the mil- 
lennium, is over, life comes again to the deso- 
lated earth. Look in verse 5 and see what hap- 
pens. 

“At the close of the thousand years the second 
resurrection will take place. Then the wicked 
will be raised from the dead, and appear before 
God for the execution of ‘the judgment written.’ 
Thus the revelator, after describing the resur- 
rection of the righteous, says, ‘The rest of the 
dead lived not again until the thousand years 
were finished.’ ’—The Great Controversy, p. 661. 

At the same time Jesus descends from heaven 
to tell the wicked now rising from their graves, 
to receive their doom. How different those who 
are resurrected at this resurrection look from the 
righteous ones who received life in the resurrec- 
tion at the second coming. While the righteous 
ones received new bodies, the wicked that are 
now resurrected will have all the marks of dis- 
ease and sin that they had on earth. 

Satan is filled with fury as he sees Christ in 
glory and the New Jerusalem which the saints 
are to occupy. Find in verses 7 and 8 how he 
makes one final stand against right and the 
righteous. 

“Satan consults with his angels, and then with 
these kings and conquerors and mighty men. 


It will be a happy day when we can sit down in heaven and listen to Jesus talk. 





ANKLIN BOOTII, 





They look upon the strength and numbers on vision. Isaiah also tells us about it. Read his 

their side, and declare that the army within the prophecy in verse 17. 

city is small in comparison with theirs, and that Memories of past events can hurt, but we are 

it can be overcome. They lay their plans to take promised that there will be no remembrance of 

possession of the riches and glory of the New the unhappy, hurtful, sad things that the right- 

Jerusalem. All immediately begin to prepare for eous have experienced on this earth. 

battle.’—-The Great Controversy, p. 664. For further reading: The Great Controversy, 
Read how Christ wins the final victory over 674, par. 2; p. 678. 

the one who has opposed Him through the cen- ; 


sieves. tes eentece araca aes THINK what happiness awaits those who are 
“Satan’s work of ruin is forever ended. For aithful in trial now RE 9 My 
six thousand years he has wrought his will, fill- Pray to have a shining vision always of what 


ing the earth with woe, and causing grief Christ has done for us, that you may strive, 
throughout the universe. The whole creation has Whatever the cost, to gain the prize He offers. 
groaned and travailed together in pain. Now 


God’s creatures are forever delivered from his FRIDAY 
presence and temptations.”—The Great Contro- ee A Pe ; 
versy, p. 673. Below is a list of events that occur at the be 


ginning of the millennium, during the millen- 

For further reading: The Great Controversy, ium, and at the end of the millennium. Number 

pp. 671-673, par. 1. them so that they correspond with the numbers 
THINK what rejoicing there will be over on the chart: 

Christ’s final victory. 


Pray to be among those who are forever safe 
from Satan’s influences. 


The righteous reign with Christ and judge 
the wicked (_ ). 
The wicked are killed (_ ). 


a " The new earth is established (_ ). 
THURSDAY Satan gathers the wicked together in a vain 
A New World for the Righteous attempt to attack the righteous (  ). 


The righteous dead are raised (_ ). 











Open your Bible to Isaiah 65. The final punishment of Satan and _ the 
The fire that burns the wicked does something wicked (_ ). 
else. It purifies the earth. A new earth comes Satan is bound on a desolated earth (_). 
forth, without a sign or a trace of sin and the The living righteous are translated (_ ). 
suffering and ugliness that sin brings. John the The wicked are asleep in their graves (_ ). 
revelator tells us how he saw this new earth in The wicked are resurrected (_ ). 
1 2 3 4 5 6 7 8 9 
At the beginning of During the millennium At the end of the 
the millennium millennium 
Tom Catches a Baby that he, a twelve-year-old boy, had been 
From page 19 able to save the life of a baby girl by his 


quickness and presence of mind. 

Just what the mother said to him when 
it was all over, I leave you to guess, but I 
can tell you this, it made Tom feel like the 
happiest boy in the world. 

For my part, I think I would have given 
Tom a gold medal! Don’t you agree that he 
deserves one? 


woman weeping over a white little bundle 
in her arms, and for the first time in his life, 
he was glad to hear a baby cry! 

Soon both Tom and the baby—and the 
baby’s mother—were in the ambulance on 
their way to the hospital. Wonderful to re- 
late, though the doctor looked both boy 
and baby over carefully, neither Tom nor 
the little girl was hurt, and after a rest they 
were allowed to go home. 

How happy Tom felt when he realized COVER PICTURE by A. Devaney. 
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An Inwitation to 


MISSIONARY ADVENTURE 






















Two outstanding books with that magic-carpet ap- 
peal—guaranteed to delight readers of every age. 


GOING WITH GOD, by Yvonne Davy 


No author has ever told mission stories with more graphic appeal. 
In this book we view the fortunes of two young missionary appointees 
from the time they leave home until they arrive at their mission 
station. We live with them in their work, share their hopes and de- 
spairs, their joy in souls won from darkest African heathenism. This 
— engages high reader interest from the first sentence through the 
ast page. 


Price $3.00 
MISSIONARY TO CALCUTTA, by Goldie Down 


Decidedly an informative, entertaining, and inspiring mission travel 
treatise. All the vivacity of wide-awake observation combines here 
with the charm of an uninhibited astonishment to make this a cem- 
pelling narrative. In this book yeu will find delightfully subtle humer, 
pathos, tragedy. As never before yeu will feel the great need of 
India and see its beauty centrasted with its wretchedness. 

This volume reveals a facet of missionary life not feund in other 
missionary recitals. 


Price $3.75 
ORDER FROM YOUR BOOK AND BIBLE HOUSE 








Church Missionary Secretary 
Book and Bible House 
Going With God @ $3.00 
~nsweeMissionary te Calcutta @ $3.75 














State Sales Tax Where Necessary 
Postage G Insurance 
Total Enclosed 








Nore: Add postage & insurance, 15c first beok, 5c 
each additional book. 


Name 
Address 














REMARKABLE ROCKS—6 


PHOTO, PUBLISHERS PHOTO SERVICE 


The ancient Indians said that a_ bear 
chased a pretty girl up the Devil's Tower 
of Wyoming (above), and in trying to reach 
her his claws scratched out the deep furrows 
in the side. 

Some people nowadays say that the Grand 
Canyon (below) was formed by the same 
small river that flows through it today, and 
by measuring the slow rate at which the 
river is digging away the canyon bed, they 
calculate that it must have taken millions 
of years to do the job. 

Both “explanations” are fanciful. A much 
better explanation is found in the Bible. 
The Flood covered the earth with water. 
There is a great deal of evidence that at 


PHOTO, JOSEF MUENCH 
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Proofs 


of the Flood 


one time the central part of North America 
was a huge lake. Practically all the water is 
gone now. Much of it went out through the 
Grand Canyon, which had probably formed 
as a huge split in the vast sedimentary de- 
posits laid down by the Flood. What a rush- 
ing torrent it must have made! It carved out 
the earth far quicker than the rate at which 
the Colorado River is cutting today. And as 
for the Devil’s Tower—it is the inside part 
of a volcano, plugged up full of lava. The 
outer part of the volcano is gone—washed 
away. What a tremendous amount of water 
that must have required! Obviously both of 
these remarkable rock formations help prove 
there was a Flood. 





